BLOOD WEDDING
BRIDEGROOM [referring to the BRIDE]: She must be dressing.
[The BRIDE'S FATHER enters. He is very old, with shining white
hair. His head is bowed. The MOTHER and the BRIDEGROOM rise.
They shake hands in silence.]
FATHER: Was it a long trip ?
MOTHER: Four hours.
[They sit down.]
FATHER: You must have come the longest way.
MOTHER: fm too old to come along the cliffs by the river.
BRIDEGROOM: She gets dizzy.
[Pause.]
FATHER: A good hemp harvest.
BRIDEGROOM: A really good one.
FATHER: When I was young this land didn't even grow hemp.
We've had to punish it, even weep over it, to make it give us any-
thing useful.
MOTHER: But now it does. Don't complain. Tm not here to ask you
for anything.
FATHER [smiling]: You're richer than I. Your vineyards are worth a
fortune. Each young vine a silver coin. But - do you know? - what
bothers me is that our lands are separated. I like to have everything
together. One thorn I have in my heart, and that's the little orchard
there, stuck in between my fields - and they won't sell it to me for
all the gold in the world.
BRIDEGROOM: That's the way it always is.
FATHER: If we could just take twenty teams of oxen and move your
vineyards over here, and put them down on that hillside, how
happy Pd be!
MOTHER: But why?
FATHER: What's mine is hers and what's yours is his. That's why.
Just to see it all together. How beautiful it is to bring things
together!
BRIDEGROOM: And it would be less work.
MOTHER: When I die, you could sell ours and buy here, right along-
side.
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